THE    GREEN   EDGE    OF   ASIA

I watched an old lady totter up on her bound feet
and beat each statue across the head with her stick,
while she murmured sounds of reprobation. Then she
walked over to the statue of the good Yao Fen and
blessed him and stroked his face with both her hands,
as the polish on his cheeks showed many had done
before her. She hobbled up the courtyard between
the little avenue of statues to Yao's tomb, knelt down
before it, and put her forehead on the ground. Stiff
with great age, she did this three times without
shirking, stood up and, bringing her hands together
in prayer, raised the tips of her fingers to her face
and lowered them three times. Beside her, her grand-
child, or possibly her great-grandchild, knelt, kow-
towed, and swung its hands in serene imitation of its
ancestor, but, with the speedier movements of its
springy limbs, taking less time, and producing a faint
effect of parody.

Round these two, all about the burial-ground, which
looked more like a walled garden, thronged other old
women with children, and men and their wives,
walking about, sitting on the grass behind the tombs,
hitting or caressing statues, standing on the miniature
arched bridge over the little lotus-pool, and staring
in delight at the plum-trees in bloom.

I sauntered through other courtyards of the shrine;
here and there were booths selling fancy-goods and
photographs, rubbings, and walking-sticks. A tea-